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This was deny'd, it was affirm'd;
The herds an" kissels were alarm'd:
The revVend gray-beards rav'd an' storm'd.

That beardless laddies
Should think they better were inform'd

Than their auld daddies.

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks ;
Frae words an' aiths to clours an' nicks;
An' monie *a fallow gat his licks,

Wi' hearty crunt;
An' some, to learn them for their tricks,

Were hang'daiV brunt.

This game was play'd in monie lands.
An' auld-light caddies bure sic hands.
That faith, the youngsters took the sands,

Wi' nimble shanks,
The lairds forbade, by strict commands.

Sic bluidy pranks*

But new-light herds gat sic a cowey
Folk thought them ruin'd stick-an-stowey
Till now amaist on ev'ry knowe,

Ye'll find ane plac'd;
An' some, their new-light fair avow.

Just quite barefaced,,
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